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to ward off the attack of her eyes.

Those were the words for which she had waited. It was
necessary for him to say them in front of his brothers. She
caught and tugged at her dress until it fell in rags at her feet.

"I'm not beautiful as she is. Look at me. She hasn't
borne the children I've borne. Her limbs are softer and her
of everyone, if he lost that grip, if he made a false step in his
precarious isolation.

"She's so much more beautiful than I am/' said Fulvia,
remorselessly. c c Why don't you go ? "

"It's you I want." He lifted his hands blindly, seeking
breasts are firmer than mine. I don't wonder you prefer
her to me. Wouldn't you, Lucius? "

She turned with a mixture of appeal and accusation to
Lucius, and he drew back, clenching his hands so hard that
the nails hurt the palms. He muttered something gutturally,
which no one could catch.

Antonius felt sudden courage warming back into his veins.
She was only a woman after all. A woman . . .

Without looking at his brothers, he took her in his arms,
ignoring her struggles. His two brothers went quickly from
the room.

"Go to her,5' said Fulvia through her teeth, hissingly. He
kissed her, feeling the wet teeth of her bared mouth as she
continued to say, " Go to her.'* But his mouth clove to hers.
He mustn't let her say it aloud. " Go to her." Fulvia was
still saying it* he knew; and he wanted to go, but couldn't.
Desperately, like a man clinging to a piece of wood in tumb-
ling waters, he clung to Fulvia. He dare not let her go.